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then I'll marry a Howeitat girl and live in Tobeik."

" Enshallah! " they said.

Sudan's lips were cracked and bleeding, so I gave him
some unguent, which he took suspiciously. I dreamed
a stupid worry dream of missing a train and being late
for a lunch party, which seemed all the more futile at
dawn, when I awoke and stared out across the blue
valley.

Warm camel's milk sweetened with sugar was
brought us in small glasses. Sudan's lips were no longer
bleeding, and he was vociferously grateful. After
breakfast I insisted on leaving to rejoin the second
car.

" Think of poor Selman and Mohammed el Meskin,
the wretched one, with no warm camel's milk and no
dish of bread and leban."

I thanked Mohammed warmly and left with his bless-
ing. A few miles away Selman insisted I should visit
the tent of a sheikh who was a friend of his. I was
installed in the guest-tent for coffee, with the sun blazing
in my eyes and a great fire blazing in my face. I
dripped with sweat and found civility an effort. At last
we departed, taking with us an old man who wished to
visit Jafer. Mohammed and Mutelag were away hunt-
ing when we reached the second car, but after a two-
hour orgy with sandy entrails, Selman and Mohammed
announced the car was still dead and must be towed.
Patience is not only a virtue in the East: it is a neces-
sity. At the first jerk the tow-rope snapped. We twined
the two lengths together and started again. Clouds of
sand churned up by our wheels blew straight into
Mohammed's face till he was yellow all over. This he
considered a tremendous joke.

" Now I really am the wretched one," he shouted.
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